FOUR        TALES        BY        ZELIDE

the hour following supper was the most difficult
to employ prudently, except when moonlight
invited us to walk out, or the wit of an author
tempted us to finish a book, conceived the idea of
summoning on these occasions a little violon-
cellist, dirty and drunken, but very gifted. An
imperceptible sign to her lackey would evoke this
little gnome. At the moment when I saw him
appear, as if out of the ground, I would curse him
and move to go away; but a look or a smile from
Cahste would check me, and, often, with my hat
on my head and leaning against the door, I would
remain motionless, listening to the ravishing
sounds produced by her harpsichord and voice,
togedier with the instrument of this evil genius.
At other times I would take, not without giumb-
ling, my harp or my violin, and play until Caliste
dismissed us both. Thus passed weeks, months,
more than a year; and you see that even the mem-
ory of this enchanted time has rekindled a spark
of gaiety in a heart overwhelmed by grief.

At length I received a letter from my father; he
had been told that my health, perfectly recovered,
no longer demanded my residence at Bath and he
spoke of my returning home and marrying a young
person of whom the fortune, the birth, and the
education were all that could be desired. I replied
that in truth my health was restored, and, after
speaking of her to whom I owed it, and whom I

frankly called the mistress of the late Lord L------,

I said that I would marry no one unless he would
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